BYRON
Caroline was the most trying holiday companion that
can be imagined. The wear and tear of the last few
months had intensified her nervous instability as never
before; her moods now changed, not every day but
every hour. Sometimes she seemed completely her
old enchanting self. "Hart and C.", writes Lady Bess-
borough from Lismore Castle, where they were
staying with her cousin Harrington, "had many dis-
putes on the damp, when last night she suddenly
opened the door very wide, saying, 'pray walk in, Sir.
I have no doubt that you are the rightful possessor, and
my cousin only an interloper, usurping your usual
habitation.' For a long time nothing came, when at
last with great solemnity and many poses, in hopped a
frog, Caroline following with two candles to treat the
master of the castle with proper respect, she said."
Elsewhere she was the breath and soul of the social life
of the neighbourhood, flirting outrageously with the
local men and footing it in the Irish jig with untiring
spirit. But the very same evening the household might
be kept up ministering to her, as she screamed and
swooned and lay drumming with her heels on the
floor. At one moment she would lament her torturing,
incurable love for Byron; the next, with equal vehem-
ence, she asserted that it was William alone who had
always possessed her heart; and she delighted to caress
him in front of other people. The whole countryside
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